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e SCENERY, aud DRESSES, are entirely New, 
The Scenes deſigned and executed by | 
Mr. GREENWOOD, and Mr. CAPON: 
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Songs, Choruſses, &c. &c. 
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ACT I. 
LEE. 
"Samſon, Boy, Girl, and Barbara. 


IVE times, by the Taper's light, 
The hoar-glaſe I haveturn'd, to — 
Where's Father? 
He's gone out to roam ;— 
If he have luck. 
He'll bring a buck, 
Upon his luſty ſhoulders home. 


Home! home! 

HN e comes not home! 

Hark! from the woodland vale below, 
The diſtant clock ſounds dull and ſlow: 
Bome ! Bome * Borne | 
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DUET: 
Samſon and Rawdbold. 


Sam. 


Who knocks at this dead hour? 


 Raw.(withou!) A Friend, 


Sam. - How ſhould we know 
A Friend from Foe? 
As Signal you muſt give. 
Razy, Attend! _(Knocks.)' 
Sam. One- two three! 
Tis hel : 
Give me the word we fixt to-night— 
'Tis Roebuck, (In a whiſper 10 Barbara) 
__ Kaw. Roebuck ! . 
Sam- That is right: 
Enter now by candle light, 
Rat. Open now by candle light. 


QUINTETTO.' 
Witford, Samſon, Barbar a, and Chiidren. 


il. — The Sun has tipt the hills with red; 
I)!be Lout now flouriſhes his Flail; 
Ihe punchy Parſon waddles from his bed; 
Heavy, and heated, with his laſt night's ale. 


Adieu! 
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Adieu! adieu !—I muſt he going. 
Ihe dapper village cock is crowing. 
Adieu! 28 _ Barbara. 


Adieu ! ! and ſhould) you think upon 
The lowly cottage, when you're gone; 
Where two old oaks, with ivy deckt, 
Their branches o'er the roof project, 
1 pray good fir, juſt recollect © 
That there lives little Barbara! 
n. And Samſon too, good fir in ſmoke and 
ſmother, 
Barbara's very tender, loving brother. 
Boy. (to Sam) Brother look the Sun, aloof, 
Peeps thro' the crannies of the roof; 
Give us food, good brother, pray! 
For we ate nothing yeſterday. 
Boy and Girl. Give us ſood, good brother, pray! 
Sam. O, fire and faggot !—what a TR 
Bar. Do not chide em! 
dam. Damn their bawling! 
Hungry ſtomachs there's no baulking ;— _ 
I wiſh I could ſtop their mouths with 
talking : 
But very good meat is, cent per cent, 
Dcarer than very good argument. 
1. Adieu! adieu! I muſt be going — 
The dapper % cock is crowing— 
Adicu! my little Barbara 5 
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Bar.——— Oh! think « on little * 155 
Hoy and Girl. Give us food 


Sam. Curſe their ſqualling! | 

Wil. and Bar. Adieu! Adieu! 

Sam. Damn their bawling., | 
Sam.) You'll think on little Barbara! 


WH. Adieu my little Barbara ! 


Bar. O! think on little Barbara. 
SONG. 


Adim . interton. | 


Sir Manuadake.» was a hearty Knight ; : 


'  , Good man! Old man! | 
He s painted ſtanding bolt upright, 


With his hoſe roll'd over his knee; — 


His Perriwig's as white as chalk; 


And on his fiſt he holds a hawk ; 1 — 


And he looks like the head 
Ok an ancient Family. 


His dining-room was long and wide; 


Good man! Old man? _ 
His ſpaniels lay by the fire ſide; 
And in other parts, d'ye ſee, _ 


Croſs bows, Tobaccopipes, old bats.” 


A. ſaddle, his wife, and a litter of cats; 


And he look'd like the head 
Ot an ancient Family. 


. 


-He 


He never turn'd the poor from his gate ; ES” 4 
Good man! Old man! 3 
but always ready to break the pate 
Of his Country's enemy. „„ | 
What knight could do a better thing OE 
Than ſerve the poor, and fight for his King! | 
And ſo may every head 

Of an ancient Family. 


7. 


Wilford, and Barbara. 


ſi,—Sweet little Parbara, when you are advancing, 
sSveet little Barbara, my cares you remove. MN 
Poor little Barbara can feel her heart dancing, 
When little Barbara is met by her love. 
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l,—Shou'd I be griev'd love, ah! what would you 
lay ? . 
.I attle to you love 
And pratile to you love, 
And laugh your grief and care away. 


Bir | 3 little Barbara c can feel her Nn dancing, 
7 | When little Barbara is met by her love, | | 
'* | Sweet little Barbara, when you are advancing; 
O,-ſweet little Barbara my cares you remove, 
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| Wil. Yet deareſt 3 look all thro! the nation 


Care ſoon or late my Jove is every man slot 

Bar.— Sorrow and melancholy, grief, and vexation, 
85 When we are young and qolly, ſoon are forgot 
Wil. Should I wy griev'd love, ah [ what would ya 
| ay? 53 | 

Bar, —— Tattle to you love, 

And prattle to you love, 

And laugh your cares and grief any 


Bar. : Poor little Barbara, &c. &c. 
Wil. ] Sweet little Barbara, &c, &c. 


End of Act I. 
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Armſtrong. 


\ [7 HEN the robber his victim has noted, 
x When the free-booter darts on his prey, 


Let Humanity ſpare the devoted ; 
Let Mercy forbid him to gay. 


Since my hope is by penury blighted, 
My ſword muſt the traveller daunt; 

I will ſnatch from the rich man, benighted, 
. The gold he denies to wy want. 


But the victim FEY once, I have noted, 

| Ar my foor, when I look on my Prey, 
Let Humanity ſpare the devoted; 

Let Mercy forbid me to ſlay, 


She certainly moulded this traveller's face, 


And, though *tis confeſs d that the prejudice goe 
Very ſtrongly, in favour of wearing a noſe, 


5 I had a wond'rous effect on the widow and maid ! 


SONG. 


y Sampſon. 


A traveller ſtop'd at a widow's gate, 


She kept an inn, and he wanted to bait ; 
But the landlady lighted her gueſt : 
For, when Nature was making an ugly race, 


Asa ſample for all the reſt. 


The chambermaid's fides they were ready to crack, 
Wheth ſhe ſaw his queer noſe, and che 2 8 at his 
back ; 
"i hump isn't t handſome, no doubt, 


Yet a noſe ſhould'nt look like. a ſnout 


A bag full of gold « on the table hs laid, 


And they quickly grew marvellous civil, 
The money immediately alter'd the caſe ! 
They were charm'd with his hump, and his ſnout, 

and his face, 

Tho” he ſtill 3 have frighten'd the devil. 


Ee 


He paid like à prince, gave the widow a ſmack, 
Then flop'd on his horſe, at the door, like a ſack; 
While the landlady touching the chink, 
cried Sir, ſhould: you travel this country again, 
„ heartily hope that the ſweeteſt of men 
„Will ſtop at the widow's to drink. 


DIALOGUE AND ; CHORUS, 


Tudith a Rendern. 


Liſten !—no, it is the owl, 
That hoots upon the od" tower, 
Hark! the rain beats! the night is foul + 
Our comrades ſtay beyond their hour. 5 


Liſten! 3 21 ve 


All's huſh*d around the abbey wall, -—— 
Soft Now I hear a robber's call! | 


0 L 4 19 


Liſten ! 


They whiſtle. — Cafe | it, — 'Tis nigh. 
Again! a comrade comes.— Tis £, - 
And here another—and here another! 


Whocomes —A brother. Who comes Ln A brothas. 


Now 
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| Now they all come pouring in! 
[ Our jollity will ſoon begin; 
| es Stur dy par tners all appear, 


W'ere here and here!—and here !—and here! 
6 Thus we ſtout freebooters prowll. 
Then meetto drain the flowing bowl! 


by INA LE. 
4 aur. and Robbers 


Jolly Friars rippled nere,- 
Ere theſe abbey walls had crumbled 1 

Stil the ruins boaſt good cheer; 
Tho' long ago the cloiſters rumbled, 


Chorns. Jolly friars, &c. 


Arm. The monks are gone 


Chorus. Well, well, e Tr 


i 


Arm. But that's all one. 


Chorus, Well, well, 


Arm. Let's ring their knell. 
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Chorts. 


t 39 


Chorus Ding 1 ding dong, to the bald-pated 
=" oh 3 
He ſet the example, 
We'll follow his ſample ; 
And all go to bed moſt religiouſly drunk, 
Peace to the good fat friar's ſoul ! 
Who every day, 
Did, wet his clay, 
In the deep capaciout bowl. 
Huzza! huzza! we'll drink and we'll ſing, 
Welt laugh, and we'll quaff, 
Ard we'll quaſt, and we'll laugh; 
Till we make the welkin ring. 


End of Act . 
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ACT III. 
Samſon and Rk 


* jj=* M break of the morning, were 1 
with my love, . 
I'd talk till the evening drew nigh; 
And, when the day did cloſe, 
I'd fing him to repoſe; 
And tune my love a lullaby. 


Sam. From break of the morning, were I with my 
love, 
O! long ere the evening drew . 
Her talk would make me doſe, 
Till the muſick of my noſe 
Would play my love a lullaby. 


Bar. Our children around us, I'd lcok on my love, 
9 Each moment in rapture would fly: 


Sam. But love is apt to pall, 
When the brats begin to wall 
And a wife is ſcreaming lullaby. 


' Both. From break of the morning, &c. 
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SONG. 


Barbara. 


DOWN by the river, there grows a green willow; 

Sing all for my true love ! my true love, O! 
Il weep out the night there, the bank for my pillow : _ 
And all for my true love, my true love, O 
When bleak blows the wind, and tempeſts are beating, 
[ll count all the clouds, as I mark them retreating, 
For true lovers joys, well-a-day! are as fleeting, 
Sing, O for my true love! &c. 


2 f 


Maids come, in pity, when I a am. departed ; 
| Sing all for my true love ! my true love, O! 


ny When dead on the bank, I am found broken hearted, 
And all for my true love, my true love, O! 


Make me a grave, all while the wind's blowing, 

Cloſe to the ſtream, where my tears once were flowing, 

And over my corſe keep the green willow growing, 
Tis all for my true love, &c. 


FINALE 


20 « 
FINALE. 


WHERE Gratitude ſhal] breathe the note, 
Jo white robed Mercy's throne, 


Bid the miid ſtrain on Ether float, 
* _ ang e tone. an 


Sweet, 50 ind len the accents raiſe, 
While mellow flutes ſhall, ſwell the ſong of praiſe, . 
bly loft and dulcer melody ! 1 1 


pM 
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Where fever 8888 Un but rning head, 
Where ſick men languiſh on their bed, 
en let ev ry accent be 
Harmony, harmony, 
A ſoft and dulcet:harmony! 
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